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Perfume of Cathay 

it will be enough for us also. Ex oriente lux — some day we 

may be able to say : 

Business men boast of their skill and cunning, 

But in philosophy they are like little children. 

Bragging to each other of successful depredations, 

They neglect to consider the ultimate fate of the body. 

What should they know of the master of Dark Truth 

Who saw the wide world in a jade cup, 

By illumined conception got clear of Heaven and Earth, 

On the chariot of Mutation entered the Gate of Immortality? 

John Gould Fletcher 



NARCISSUS AT WAR 

Eidola, by Frederic Manning. E. P. Dutton & Co. 

Over here we don't know what this English poet looks 
like, but somehow his book suggests a young Narcissus in 
the trenches. It is shot full of beauty and sorrow, the beauty 
of a Greek clarity and the sorrow of an austere shapeliness. 
The book should be read backward, for the earlier poems are 
printed at the end, among them the lovely Simaetha, finely 
curved as a vase, which Poetry printed in ancient days before 
the war. Even through these runs an undercurrent of sor- 
row, as if the beauty of life were too keen for joy. 

But Narcissus is not blasted in the trenches; no shell de- 
stroys him — thank heaven! — and even his ecstasy in beauty 
survives, suffering a sea-change under the alchemy of war. 

But the mean things of the earth hast thou chosen, 
Decked them with suffering, 

Made them beautiful with the passion for Tightness, 
Strong with the pride of love. 

[281] 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Exalted by the "passion of Tightness" and the "pride of love," 
he finds beauty even here — the horror has no power over 
him. The Sign is an expression of spiritual triumph: 

We are here in a wood of little beeches: 
And the leaves are like black lace 
Against a sky of nacre. 

One bough of clear promise 
Across the moon. 

It is in this wise that God speaketh unto me. 

He layeth hands of healing upon my flesh, 

Stilling it in an eternal peace. 

Until my soul reaches out myriad and infinite hands 

Toward him; 

And is eased of its hunger. 

And I know that this passes: 

This implacable fury and torment of men, 

As a thing insensate and vain: 

And the stillness hath said unto me, 

Over the tumult of sounds and shaken flame, 

Out of the terrible beauty of wrath, 

/ alone am eternal. 

One bough of clear promise 
Across the moon. 

Yet there are vividly realistic pictures of a soldier's life — 
in Grotesque, Leaves, The Trenches, A Shell, The Trans- 
port full of the splendor of two stallions, and that bitterly 
tragic detail of death, The Face. 

It would be unfair to quote only from the war poems if 
some of the best of the earlier ones were not familiar to our 
readers. Ganhardine is a lovely song in rhyme, and To Sai 
gives us the very soul of a little child. H. M. 
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